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So spoke the chief, and while he spoke he threw;
The weapon with unerring fury flew,
At his left shoulder aimed ; nor entrance found ; 170
But back, as from a rock, with swift rebound
Harmless returned ; a bloody mark appeared,
Which with false joy the flattered hero cheered.
Wound there was none; the blood that was in

view,
The lance before from slain Menoetes drew.         175

Headlong he leaps from off his lofty car,
And in close fight on foot renews the war;
Raging with high disdain, repeats his blows;
Nor shield nor armour can their force oppose;
Huge cantlets of his buckler strew the ground,   iso
And no defence in his bored arms is found
But on his flesh no wound or blood is seen;
The sword itself is blunted on the skin.

This vain attempt the chief no longer bears;
But round his hollow temples and his ears,           iss

His buckler beats ; the son of Neptune, stunned
With these repeated buffets, quits his ground;
A sickly sweat succeeds, and shades of night;
Inverted nature swims before his sight:
The insulting victor presses on the more,             190

And treads the steps the vanquished trod before,
Nor rest, nor respite gives.   A stone there lay
Behind   his   trembling  foe,   and  stopped  his

way;

Achilles took the advantage which he found,
Overturned, and pushed him backward on the

ground.                                                             195

His buckler held him under, while he pressed,
With both his knees above, his panting breast;
Unlaced his helm; about his chin the twist
He tied, and soon the strangled soul dismissed.

With eager haste he went to strip the dead;   200
The vanquished body from his arms was fled.